Siam
five hundred years now has been buried under
the silence of trees and weeds.
Through the gloom then we approach the
"Gate of Victory," which at first seemed to
us the entrance of a cave. It is surmounted,
nevertheless, with monstrous representations of
Brahma, which are hidden from us by the
entwined branches, and on either side, in a kind
of niche overhung by foliage, shapeless triple-
headed elephants wait as if in ambush.
Beyond this gate crowned with gloomy visages,
we penetrate into what was once the immense
town. It is well that one should be advised of
it, for, within the walls, the forest continues, as
deep in shade, as serried as without, and the
age-old branches bate nothing of their height.
We descend from our carts at this point and
advance on foot by pathways that are scarcely
discernible, tracks, as they might be, of wild
beasts, For guide I have my Cambodian
interpreter who is a familiar of the ruins; and
as I follow him the sound of our footsteps
is smothered in the herbage, and we hear only
the quiet gliding of the snakes, the nimble
flight of the monkeys.
Scarcely recognisable debris of architecture
may be seen, however, on every side, mingled
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